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and one leg bare. I concluded it was Joan of Arc, but
it proved to be a Dame de Chatillon, who sings a catch
to persuade his Majesty to put every living soul to the
sword, as le brave La Noue does another about la loi fonda-
mentale. In short, the nation has jumbled itself into such
a hodge-podge of philosophy, which they set to music, and
of eloquence, which they dress with all sauces, that their
productions are monsters of pedantry. I have not met
with a page that is worth bringing you. The Academy
of Marseilles have given for their next subject the $loge
of Madame de Sevigne\ How the good soul would stare
if she knew it! Adieu, Madam, and adieu, Paris I
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Paris, Oct. 6,1775.

IT will look like a month since I wrote to you; but
I have been coming, and am. Madame du Deifand has
been so ill, that the day she was seized I thought she
would not live till night. Her herculean weakness, which
could not resist strawberries and cream after supper, has
surmounted all the ups and downs which followed her
excess; but her impatience to go everywhere and to do
everything has been attended with a kind of relapse, and
another kind of giddiness; so that I am not quite easy
about her, as they allow her to take no nourishment to
recruit, and she will die of inanition, if she does not live
upon it. She cannot lift her head from the pillow without
ttourdissemens; and yet her spirits gallop faster than any-
body's, and so do her repartees. She has a great supper
to-night for the Due de Choiseul, and was in such a passion
yesterday with her cook about it, and that put Teuton into
such a rage, that nos dames de Saint*Joseph thought the devil
or the philosophers were flying away with their convent! spear and shield,tting over against her, and saw the
